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FOREWORD 

Like  many  of  his  kind,  Palmer  Lock- 
wood,  owing  to  War  and  Beconstruction, 
early  entered  commercial  life  rather  than 
College,  and  was  thus  cut  off  from  a  pro- 
fessional career,  in  which  his  friends  con- 
fidently believe  he  would  have  attained 
distinction. 

From  early  boyhood  he  was  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  plantation  life  of  the 
old  Kegime,  for  his  people  had  been  in 
South  Carolina  for  two  hundred  years. 

His  interest  in  current  events,  political 
and  social,  was  keen  and  critical;  his 
conversation,  abounding  in  wit,  repartee 
and  bubbling  humor  made  him  ever  a 
welcome  guest,  and,  time  and  again,  he 
would  "set  the  table  in  a  roar"  at  his  own 
hospitable  board  or  at  the  homes  of  his 
many  friends.  His  improvised  sermons 
vividly  reproduced  the  thought  and  lan- 
guage of  our  coast  negro. 
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FOREWORD 

He  reduced  three  of  these  sermons 
to  writing,  and,  urged  by  many  friends, 
his  family  now  puts  them  into  enduring 
form  in  this  booklet. 

It  will  be  noted  that  the  "Rebrin  Isrel 
Manigo"  does  not  speak  the  unadultera- 
ted Gullah  of  the  rice-fields;  but,  the 
patois  of  the  negro  who  occasionally  goes 
to  Town. 

It  is  but  fair  to  say  that  Palmer  Lock- 
wood,   yielding   to   the    requests    of   his 
friends  that  they  be  published,  had  re- 
served these  sermons  and  rough  notes  of 
several  others  for  more  careful  revision; 
— an  inestimable  advantage  which  they 
are  now  destined  never  to  receive. 
Yates  Snowden. 
Columbia,  S.  C. 
November  26,  1924. 


SIN,  NUT  GRASS  AND 
TROUBLE 


SIN,  NUT  GRASS  AND 
TROUBLE 


How  the  Three  Evils,  that  Beset  Us, 
Can  Be  Easily  Dodged 


An  Impromptu  Discourse,  by  the  Rev. 
Isrel  Manigo,  of  the  "Higher  Criticism" 
on  a  Low  Plane — Winding  Up  with  a 
Heart  to  Heart  Talk,  About  Sin,  Nut 
Grass  and  Trouble.. 

Bredrin  in  de  Lawd:  I  ain't  yah  by 
any  special  pintment,  but  as  onah  all 
know,  de  Kebrin  Kinlaw,  frum  de  Lad- 
son  road  circus,  w'en  him  bin  on  he  way 
fuh  preech  de  Wud,  him  git  in  a  row 
wid  sum  ob  dem  rock  feel  niggha  at  Red- 
top,  an  lass  ting  I  yah  'bout  him  he  da 
lay  in  Buckly  County  jail,  undah  bond, 
fuh  sellin'  pop  skull  whisky,  doubt  de  reg- 
istration trade  mack. 

An  rite  yah,  I  feel  boun'  fuh  say,  dat 
any  cullud  pusson,  wha  hab  any  respec 
fuh  heself  is  boun'  fuh  keep  way  from 
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dem  rock  feel  niggha,  I  know  wha'  I  da 
talk  'bout,  fuh  las  fall,  when  onah  crop 
bin  gone  back  on  you,  a'  Mista  Gill  & 
Gall  bin  a  closefore  do  morgige  from 
one  en'  ob  John  Ilan  to  turra  en  ob  Jim 
Ulan.  I  gone  to  a  place  call  Lam,  cus 
I  yah  money  berry  easy  fuh  meek  in 
dat  rock  feel,  but,  bredrin  an  sista,  doubt 
a  niggha  kin  play  crap,  an  know  how  fuh 
figgha  wid  dem  people  wat  sell  grub  an 
ting,  tru  dat  country,  he  stan'  no  mo 
chance  dan  a  snow  ball  in  hell. 

I  mos  forgit  de  wud  ob  my  tex  my 
mine  git  so  teck  up  wid  rock  feel  an' 
ting,  but  in  de  Book  ob  Samson,  onah 
will  see  de  wud,  "An  Samson  teck  de 
jawbone  ob  de  ass,  an'  trow  um  wid  a 
curb  motion,  an'  kill,  tree  tousan  Feeles- 
teen  wid  one  barrel."  Now,  fus,  ting 
onah  want  fuh  know,  who  am  Samson? 
Now,  wile  I  ain't  eenspire  fuh  preech 
de  wud,  wid  de  powerful  'ception  of  de 
Kebrin  Kinlaw,  I  is  yah,  fuh  do  de  bes' 
I  kin.  Now,  fuh  as  I  kin  fine  out,  Sam- 
son am  de  strongest  man,  wat  ebber 
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libed.  De  book  say  him  bin  so  strong, 
him  gro  hair  jes  like  dem  pine  Ian  Billy 
goat.  Now,  wen  Samson  meek  dat  grate 
shot,  wid  de  ass  jaw  bone,  he  bin  on  de 
side  ob  de  Lawd.  But  soon  arter  dat, 
he  git  to  foolin'  wid  a  Feelesteen  'oman, 
wat  name  Rebecca,  an',  fule  like,  he  tell 
'Becca,  dat  if  you  cut  he  hair  he  strengt 
gone  wid  he  hair.  Now  'Becca  nebber 
did  fuhgive  Samson,  for  dat  jawbone 
business,  an'  she  gone  strait  an'  tell  dem 
Feelesteen  man  wat  Samson  hab  tole  her ; 
an'  fus'  ting  Samson  know,  him  da  lay 
in  Buckly  County  jail  wid  he  hair  crop 
close,  an'  wid  no  mo  strengt  dan  a 
Mount  Pleasan'  niggha  wat  'pen  on  crab, 
an'  ting  fuh  a  libbin. 

Now  las'  'Mancipation  Bay,  Hacklus 
Haywood  tell  me,  de  day  befo,  he  gone  to 
Accabee,  an'  kill  forty-seben  duck,  and 
sum  rice  bud,  wid  one  shot,  frum  dat 
old  ahmy  muskit,  him  does  tote,  nite  an 
day,  an'  w'en  I  spute  he  count,  him  ax, 
if  I  was  a  Kristain?  an'  w'en  I  ansa  yes, 
him  spring  my  tex'  on  me,  an'  ask,  how 
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I  could  beliebe  Samson  grate  shot,  jes' 
cos  he  teck  place,  He  hundid  year  ago,  an 
spute  he  chuch  bredder  count,  wha'  jes' 
teck  place,  yesterday?  an'  him  tretten', 
to  bus'  a  brick  on  my  hed,  him  git  so 
mad;  so  I  see  de  jestice  of  he  talk  but 
ebber  since  den,  I  bin  hab  dout  in  my 
mine  bout  Samson  grate  shot,  an  I  tink 
to  myself,  dat  if  Samson  only  had  one 
ob  dem  big  hip  bone  I  dig  up  in  de  rock 
feel  at  Lam,  him  would  hab  bus  ebery 
Feelesteen  hed  open,  in  de  whole  Ian' 
ob  Egypt. 

Dere  is  anudda  man  in  de  book  wat 
ebery  body  know  'bout  cos  he  jackass 
talk  to  um;  him  name  bin  Balaam;  dis 
meek  two  man,  wat  nobody  wud  know, 
a  ting  'bout  if  he  nebber  bin  for  jackass. 
Now  one  day  Balaam  bin  a  ride  he  jack- 
ass, true  de  pine  Ian',  an'  fust  ting  Ba- 
laam know,  he  jackass  balk  an'  wen  Ba- 
laam hit  him  ober  de  hed  wid  he  stick, 
de  jackass  begin  fuh  talk.  At  fus  Ba- 
laam tink  he  must  hab  sawed  de  jackass 
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niout',  wid  dat  ole  snaffle  bit,  till  he  split 
he  tongue,  cos,  him  know  if  you  split 
crow  tongue  crow  will  talk,  but  wen, 
him  fine  he  tongue  whole,  him  git  scare, 
an'  do,  wat  de  jackass,  tell  um  fuh  do. 
Now  I  bin  a  ride  a  jackass,  gwine  on  six 
years,  an';  while  he  got  a  voice  on  him, 
like  a  Baptis'  preecher,  an'  you  kin  hear 
um  easy,  a  half  mile,  wen  he  want  grub 
an'  ting,  him  nebber  yet,  say  a  wud  to  me. 
Now  as  onah  all  know,  Hacklus  Hay- 
wood bin  put  out  de  chuch,  tree  times, 
in  de  lass  two  years,  so  I  call  on  Haclus 
de  odder  day  an'  ax  him,  wat  is  de 
trubble,  an'  Hacklus  say,  him  does  hab  so 
much  doubt,  'bout  religion,  an'  dere  is 
no  doubt,  dat  dat  niggah,  can  ask  more 
fule  questions,  in  a  half  hour,  dan  a  w'ite 
preecher,  kin  ansa  in  a  week.  He  tell 
me,  sum  times,  he  tinks  we  is  on  de  wrong 
track,  an'  dat  we  ought  to  pray,  to  de 
w'ite  man,  instead  of  de  Lawd,  an'  wen  I 
ax  um,  wat  he  talk  dat  way  fuh?  he  say 
de  w'ite  man,  kin  do  ,tings,  de  Lawd 
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don't  do,  and  he  ax  me,  if  I  ebber  see  de 
Lawd  meek  ice,  in  July  an'  August?  an' 
I  tell  um  no,  dat  sich  a  ting,  is  unpos- 
sible,  an'  den  him  tell  me,  dat  him  see 
wid  he  own  eye,  de  w'ite  man  meckin' 
ice,  ebery  day,  in  de  summer.  Den  he 
gone  on,  an'  ax  me,  if  angel  hab  wing?  an' 
when  I  ansa  yes,  he  ax  me  if  de  street 
in  Hebben,  is  pave  wid  gold?  an'  wen  I 
ansa  yes,  he  ax  wat  is  de  use,  ob  puttm* 
down,  a  fine  pavement,  like  dat,  wen 
dere  was  nobody,  to  walk  on  um,  cos  no- 
body gwine  to  walk,  wen  day  kin  fly,  an' 
him  know  bud,  would  radder  walk,  on  de 
bare  groun',  dan  to  walk,  on  a  smood 
piece  of  gold. 

Now  on  dis  pint,  I  tell  um  dat,  while 
de  angel  does  hab  wing,  he  might  not, 
hab  bud  foot,  fuh,  ob  course,  if  de  angel 
hab  bud  foot,  dere  is  no  use,  fur  de  gold 
pa'ment.  I  tell  um  den,  dat  if  him 
want  to  kno',  any  more,  'bout  Hebben, 
him  mus'  go,  to  a  w'ite  preecher,  cos  sum 
of  dem,  talk  like  dey  know,  de  name  ob 
de  streets,  but  dat  all  dat  I  kno',  is  dat 
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in  Hebben,  ebery  dog,  will  hab  he  day, 
an'  dat  ebery  day,  is,  dog  day. 

Den  Hacklus  say,  dere  is  so  much  dif- 
f  rint  kind,  ob  chuch,  an'  dat  each  one 
say,  dey  hab  de  short  cut,  to  Hebben! 
An'  I  tell  um,  dere  is  not  much  diff'rince, 
if  he  look  close;  dat  de  only  diff'rince, 
'tween  a  Baptis'  an'  a  Presbyterian,  is 
dat  de  Presbyterian,  is  moh  stubborn,  an' 
headstrong;  an'  'tween  de  Methodist,  and 
'Piscopalian,  de  'Piscopalian  beliebe  in 
dancin'  an'  shoutin',  at  ball  and  pahty, 
an'  dey  want  ebery  ting,  berry  quiet  in 
chuch,  so  dey  kin  rest  up;  an'  dat  de 
Methodis'  does  go  to  bed  early,  an'  wen 
him  git  to  chuch,  him  feel  fresh  an'  fine, 
so  dey  go  to  shoutin',  an'  singin'. 

Annudah  ting,  he  ax  me  wus,  why 
'twas  dat  you  would  fine  niggah,  in  ebery 
chuch  in  de  Ian',  but  dat  you  nebber  see, 
a  Jew  niggah?  Well,  I  tell  um,  dat  it 
wus  two  tings,  dat  would  keep  niggah, 
out  ob  Jew  chuch.  De  fust  ting,  was  cir- 
cumlocution, an'  de  secon'  ting,  wus  dat 
Jew  could  not  eat  hog  meat.  Hacklus  say, 
13 


SIN,   NUT   GRASS   AND   TROUBLE 

him  don't  know,  wat  de  fust  ting  wus, 
but  de  secon'  ting,  was  bettah  dan  a  barb 
wire  fence,  fuh  keep  niggah,  out  ob  Jew 
chuch. 

Annuddah  pint,  Hacklus  meek  wid  me, 
is  'bout  Nebuchanezzum ;  dat  is  de  man, 
wat  de  Book  say,  could  lay  on  he  stumick 
an'  eat  grass.  Haclus  say,  him  doubt, 
'bout  a  ting  like  dat.  I  tellum  fuh  go 
slow,  befoh  he  doubt  anything  in  de  book, 
caus  I  bin  hab  doubt,  'bout  dat  same  ting, 
till  one  day,  I  gone  fuh  see  Mistah  Pus- 
shay  'bout  rentin'  sum  Ian'.  Him  bin 
sitten  on  de  piazza;  him  hab  a  bottle  by 
um,  an'  a  big  bunch  ob  grass,  him  call 
um  mint.  When  I  git  trou  wid  de  biz- 
niss,  him  say,  "Isrel  Manigo,  try  sum  ob 
dis  licker,  an'  grass.  Dis  is  de  same  kine 
ob  grass,  wat  Nebchunezzum  lay  on  he 
stumick,  en'  eat."  De  ting,  wus  so  good, 
dat  I  teck  tree  glass,  befoh  I  leff,  an' 
didn't  go  fuh,  befoh  I  lay  on  my  stumick, 
I  lay  on  my  back,  an'  fus  ting  I  know,  I 
dah  lay  in  a  ditch;  an'  I  tell  um,  it  wus 
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no  telling  wat  a  man  wood  do,  who  eat 
dat  kine,  ob  grass. 

Dat  same  day,  Mistali  Pusshay  ax 
me,  why  I  dident  preech  like  a  grate 
preecher  up  Nort,  wat  name,  Gilmidge? 
I  ax  um,  how  Mistah  Gilmidge  preech, 
an'  he  git  a  paper,  an'  read  Mistah  Gil- 
midge lass  Sunday  talk.  But,  bredrin 
and  sistah,  dat  kine  ob  talk,  don't  suit 
field  hans.  Why  he  whole  talk,  is  jes 
teck  up,  wid  all  sort  ob  ting,  'bout  de 
green,  green  grass,  de  blue,  blue  sky,  and 
de  hot,  hot  sunshine.  An'  I  tell  Mistah 
Pusshay,  dat  kine  ob  talk,  will  do  fuh 
peeple,  wat  can  lay  in  de  shade,  all  de 
time,  but  wen  a  man,  hab  to  spen,  six 
day  out  ob  de  week,  undah  dat  blue,  blue 
sky,  wid  dat  hot,  hot  sunshine,  a  beetin' 
down  on  yoh  bac,  while  you,  wus  a 
tighten,  dat  green,  green  grass,  dat  you 
hab  to  gib  dem,  a  difrent  lay-out,  on  Sun- 
day. 

Nut  grass,  an'  sin,  is  fust  cousin.  You 
kin  clean  yoh  feel,  ob  nut  grass  today; 
dat  night,  a  little  rain  cum;  next  day, 
15 


you  can't  see  de  groun'  fuh  nut  grass. 
You  cum  to  chuch,  on  Sunday,  next  day, 
temtation  strike  you,  an'  fus  ting  you 
know,  sin  grow  up  tall  an'  rank,  same 
like  dog  fennal,  in  de  fence  corner. 

Dere  is  tree  tings,  dat  trable  faster, 
dan  railroad  train.  Dey  ring  no  bell,  dey 
blow,  no  whistle,  dey  run  night  an'  day, 
an'  nebber  stop,  fuh  wood  or  watah ;  dey 
run  on  Ian,  dey  run  on  de  ribber,  dey  run 
on  de  ocean,  dey  run  on  de  mountain,  an' 
de  track,  ob  dese  tings,  is  cuver  up,  wid 
de  dead,  an'  de  dyin',  an'  if  you  don't 
lisen,  to  wat  de  preecher  tell  onah,  you 
will  git  run  ober,  as  show,  as  dogwood 
blossum,  cum  in  de  spring. 

Now  de  fuss  one,  ob  dese  tings,  is  sin. 
You  kin  dodge  dis,  by  callin'  on  de  Lawd, 
mornin',  noon,  and  nite.  De  secon  ting, 
is  nut  grass.  You  kin  dodge  dis,  by 
swinging  de  hoe,  frum  sun  up,  to  sun 
down.  Now  de  lass  ting  is  trubble.  Now 
all  I  kin  say  'bout  trubble,  is,  dat  if  you 
keep  down,  sin  an'  nut  grass,  trubble, 
can't  hurt  you,  caus  trubble,  is  de  chile, 
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ob  sin  and  nut  grass,  an'  if  you  kill,  de 
fadder  and  mudder,  de  chile,  can't  hut 
you. 
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Eebrin  Isrel  Manigo,  Tells  of  "Adam 


an  Ebe  in  de  Garden 


» 


A  Tribute  to  de  Rebrin  Kinlaw,  and  an 
Account  of  the  Quarrel  for  Precedence , 
between  his  Two  Wives,  at  his  Funeral — 
Mr.  Manigo  Talks  "Sum  'Bout  de  Deb- 
bie/' 

Bredrin  and  sistas,  de  lass  time  I  preech 
in  dis  chuch,  I  tell  onah  ?bout  de  trubble 
de  Eebrin  Kinlaw  git  in,  wid  sum  ob  dem 
rock  feel  niggha  at  Redtop,  Wen  de 
Court  try  de  case,  sum  ob  de  bess  w'ite 
peeple  tell  de  Jedge  de  had  knowed  de 
Rebrin  Kinlaw,  ebber  since  befoh  de  wha, 
an  dat  lie  allways  wuzz  a  good  niggha, 
so  de  Jedge,  tun  um  loose  right  away. 

De  Rebrin  Kinlaw  den  head  strait 
fuh  Ladson  Rhoad.  Wen  he  git  day  de 
good  sistas,  so  glad  fuh  see  um  dat  dey 
feed  um  up  so  high  on  spring  chicken  an 
mullet,  dat  de  Rebrin  Kinlaw  git  foun- 
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dered.  Dey  sen  fuh  Doctah,  but  Doctah 
kin  do  no  good,  wen  de  Lawd  call  you, 
an  tree  day  aftah  he  git  to  Ladson  Khoad, 
he  dead.  Dey  hab  de  fu-nril  lass  Sunday, 
an  twas  de  biggest  fu-nrill  dey  ebber  had 
in  dat  cuntry. 

Dey  cum  verry  neer  ob  habbin  a  big 
row,  caus  Cloy  Kinlaw,  wat  lib  on  Mis- 
tah  Lawtin  place,  on  Jim  Ilan,  claim  she 
wus  de  lawful  widder,  ob  de  Kebrin  Kin- 
law,  an  cum  all  de  way  frum  Jim  Ilan, 
dress  in  deep  black,  an  say  she  gwine  to 
walk  next  to  de  corpse.  Now  Mahtah 
Kinlaw,  de  Ladson  Ehoad  wife,  say  Cloy 
will  nebber  walk  next  to  de  corpse,  dout 
Cloy  fuss  walk  ober  she  dead  body.  So 
dey  had  to  pint  a  committee,  to  settle  dis 
question. 

Now  Mahtah  cum  befo  de  committee  an 
prubs  by  me,  dat  I  marry  dem  in  chuch 
about  ten  year  ago.  Cloy  say  de  only 
minister,  wat  marry  she  to  de  Kebrin 
Kinlaw,  was  de  Eebrin  Kinlaw  heself,  an 
say,  dey  would  be  trubble,  if  de  committee, 
did  not  rec-enize  she  claim  as  a  widder. 
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So  de  committee  tink  over  de  mattah, 
an,  wid  de  judgment  ob  Solomon,  dey  say 
dat  Mahtah  Kinlaw,  wus  de  true  chuch 
widder,  ob  de  Rebrin  Kinlaw,  an  dat 
•Cloy,  wus  de  true  grass  widder,  an  dey 
wus  to  mach  side  by  side,  next  to  de 
corpse,  wid  Mahtah  on  de  right. 

About  fibe  year  ago  I  had  a  long  talk 
wid  de  Rebrin  Kinlaw,  bout  his  wife  biz- 
ness,  an  I  tell  um,  it  wus  not  de  right 
ting,  fuh  minister  fuh  hab  moh  dan  one 
wife,  an  he  tell  me,  dat  if  I  would  read 
de  book,  dat  I  would  see  dat  all  de  ole 
profit,  like  David  an  Jacob,  had  a  whole 
bunch  ob  wife.  Now  wen  I  tell  um  dat 
de  law,  is  change  since  den,  he  say  him 
know,  de  law  is  change,  but  dat  man, 
aint  change,  an  dat  dis  ting,  ob  changin 
law,  an  not  changin  man,  wus  de  cause 
ob  moh  trubble,  in  dis  cuntry  dan  de  Deb- 
bie heself,  an  it  look  to  me,  like  he  hit  de 
nail  on  de  head  wid  dat  talk. 

Look  at  de  Dispensation  law,  in  dis 
State.  Mr.  Tillman  change  de  law,  bout 
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drinkin  licker,  but  he  nebber,  change  de 
man,  so  dey  is,  no  end  ob  trubble. 

Now,  bredrin  an  sistas,  I  want  onah 
fuh  pay  close  heed  to  wat  I  gwine  to 
say.  I  is  gwine  to  start  off  in  Genesis, 
but  I  don't  know  way  I  gwine  to  Ian. 
Onah  all  know  bout  de  story  ob  Adam 
an  Ebe,  in  de  gahden.  Now  dey  is  sum 
paht  ob  dat  story,  dat  is  hard  fuh  on- 
derstan  now,  specially  dat  paht  bout 
Ebe,  de  snake  an  de  apple. 

Now  de  Lawd  gib  goat  a  head,  wid 
plenty  ob  bone  and  horn,  caus  goat  need 
he  head,  fuh  butt  wid.  He  nebber  put 
any  horn,  on  man  head,  caus  man  head,  is 
mec,  fuh  tink  wid.  So  wen  man  cum  to 
any  ting  hard,  enstead  ob  buttin,  him 
goes  to  tinkin. 

Now  I  is  gwine  to  tell  onah,  wat  I  tink 
bout  Ebe,  de  snake  an  de  apple.  Now 
aftah  Adam  an  Ebe  bin  lib  in  de  gahden 
fuh  sum  time,  Ebe  git  ressless.  Now 
Adam,  he  know  he  had  a  sof  ting,  an  teck 
it  easy.  Wen  he  hongry  he  jiss  go  to  plum 
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tree,  or  persimmon  tree,  eat  till  he  full, 
an  go  to  sleep. 

Now  you  kin  teck,  young  married 
oman  to  dis  day,  an  she  nebber  satisfy, 
wid  ole  time  dish ;  dey  all  ways  want  f uh 
meek  sum  kine  ob  new  mixture,  dat  will 
meek  de  husban  mout  smack,  when  he  eat 
um,  an  so  dey  kin  show  husban  how 
smart,  dey  is.  So  aftah  a  while,  Ebe  git 
tired  ob  plum,  an  persimmon,  an'  one  day, 
wen  Adam  bin  off  fishin,  I  spect,  Ebe 
gon  to  dat  apple  tree,  wat  Adam  tell 
um  not  for  fule  wid,  an'  git  a  lot  ob  de 
apple. 

Now  twould  hab  bin  a  blessed  ting  fuh 
de  cuntry,  if  a  Mistah  George  Washing- 
ton, could  hab  got  in  dat  gahden  an  cut 
down  dat  apple  tree,  wid  he  little  hatchet, 
befoh  Ebe,  git  dem  apple.  Well,  aftah 
Ebe  git  de  apple,  she  git  sum  udder  tings, 
an  put  dem  all  in  sum  hot  watah. 

Now  jiss  bout  dis  time,  Adam  cum  in 

wid  a  big  string  ob  fish,  an  Ebe  hide  de 

apple  an  ting,  so  Adam  would  not  see 

um.     Now  bout  fibe  day  aftah  dis,  Ebe 
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tink  bout  de  apple,  she  uncubber  de  can, 
an  taste  de  apple,  she  fine  de  apple  berry 
sour,  but  de  licker  wat  de  apple  wus  in, 
wus  strong  an  good.  She  teck  a  good 
drink,  ob  de  licker  an  fuss  ting  you 
know,  she  gone  to  dancin,  an  singin. 

Now  Adam  cum  long  at  dis  time,  an 
ax  Ebe  wat  wus  de  matt  ah.  Ebe  say, 
"teck  a  good  drink  ob  dis  licker,  an  you 
will  see  wat  is  de  mattah."  So  Adam  teck 
a  good  drink,  an  fuss  ting  you  know  he 
git  to  singin ;  den  he  tell  Ebe  fuh  stan  one 
side,  an  to  let  a  man  dance,  wat  know  how 
to  dance,  an  den  he  gib  Ebe  a  clog  dance, 
dat  would  had  dig  a  hole  in  a  brick  floor. 

Wen  dey  get  tired  ob  dancin,  dey  teck 
anudder  good  drink,  ob  de  licker  an  gone 
to  sleep.  Now,  bredrin  an  sistas,  dis  is 
de  time,  dat  de  snake  cum  in.  Adam  an 
Ebe,  fite  wid  snake  all  dat  nite,  an  frum 
dat  day  to  dis  day,  wen  you  teck,  too 
much  Apple  Jack,  or  strong  licker,  snake, 
is  gwine  to  walk  wid  you,  an  snake  is 
gwine  to  talk  wid  you. 
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Now  next  morning,  wen  de  angel  cum 
long,  Adam  an  Ebe  tell  urn  all  kine  ob 
story  bout  snake  walkin  an  talkin.  De 
angel,  smile  to  heself,  an  tell  um  dat  dey 
liab  to  lebe,  de  gahden.  So  Ebe,  slip  on 
short  walkin  skirt,  an  she  an  Adam  leff 
de  gahden. 

Bredrin  an  sistas,  dis  wus  de  time  dat 
Adam  rec-e-nize  to  de  full,  dat  man,  dat  is 
married  to  oman,  is  fuh  many  days,  an 
full  ob  trubble.  Dis  is  de  time,  dat  Adam 
begin  dat  battle  against  Debbie,  nut  grass 
an  trubble,  an  dough  de  battle  bin  gwine 
on,  fibe  tousan  year,  de  battle  is  jess  as 
hot  as  wen  Adam,  shoot  de  fuss  gun. 

Onah  all  know,  bout  Cain  an  Abel,  de 
fuss  two  chillum,  ob  Adam  an  Ebe;  how 
Cain  git  bex,  wid  Abel  caus  Abel  guess 
right,  about  sumting,  an  Cain  guess 
wrong,  so  Cain  kill  um.  An  wen  de  angel 
ax  Cain  bout  de  killin,  ensted  ob  tellin 
de  angel  dat,  Abel  trow  he  han  on  he 
hip  pocket  fuss,  he  tell  de  trute,  an  say 
he  kill  Abel  caus  he  bex. 
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So  de  angel  tell  urn,  he  would  hab  no 
end  ob  trubble,  caus  he  kill  he  brudder. 
Den  Cain  gone  off,  an  git  married,  dis 
being  de  fuss  step,  to  trubble. 

But,  bredrin  an  sistas,  if  Ebe  an  Adam 
bin  de  fuss  man,  who  did  Cain  marry? 
Dis  is  a  question,  dat  man  head  an  goat 
head,  put  togedder,  cant  buss  true.  One 
day  I  meet  Mistah  Halston,  wat  lib  down 
at  Cumbee,  an  I  ax  um,  to  splain  dis  ting, 
to  me.  Now  Mistah  Halston,  aint  much 
ob  a  chuch  man,  but  he  know  someting, 
bout  ebry  ting.  He  say,  dat  de  leedin 
preechers,  ob  de  day,  wen  day  cum  to 
sum  big  unreasonable  tale  dey  call  um  a 
Allegory,  an  pass.  Now  I  meek  um,  say 
de  wud,  ober  and  ober,  so  I  kin  ketch 
um.  I  spose  de  wud,  hab  sumting  fuh 
do  wid  Aligator,  caus  onah  all  kno? 
Aligator  hab  a  great  big  tail.  But  if  you 
call  de  fuss  book,  Allegory  or  Aligator, 
wat  dis,  got  to  do,  wid  de  question  befoh 
de  public? 

But  tis  no  use,  fuh  de  man,  to  waste  he 
time,  on  sumting  him  cant  unrabble.  Let 
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we  talk,  bout  de  Debbie.  Onah  all  got 
sum  quaintance,  wicl  him,  caus  de  Debbie, 
am  a  power,  in  de  Ian.  He  dont  go  roun 
now,  wid  hoof  an'  horn,  an'  a  long  spike 
tail.  No,  bredrin  an  sistas,  he  does  dress, 
in  broadcloth,  an  muslin.  One  day,  he 
dah  ride  in  carriage,  wid  rubber  tire,  on 
de  weel ;  next  day,  he  dah  ride  in  ox  cart, 
load  down,  wid  niggha.  Wen  you  da 
sleep  at  night  de  Debbie  wide  awake,  in 
blind  tiger  and  crap  room.  He  da 
carry,  all  kine  ob  bait  wid  um,  caus  he 
know,  peeple  is  jess  like  fish — all  aint 
gwine  to  bite,  at  de  same  bait.  Sum 
want  candy,  sum  want  fuss  X,  sum  want, 
udder  tings.  Sum  ob  onah,  tink  you  is 
smart,  an  dat  onah  will  nibble  off,  de  bait, 
like  a  sheephead  fish,  but  de  Debbie  know, 
how  fuh  handle  sheephead,  an  fuss  ting 
onah  know,  he  hab  he  hook,  deep  in  your 
gill.  An  wen  he  ketch  sheephead,  he 
know  he  got  one  ob  de  best  fish,  dat 
swim  in  de  sea.  Dey  say  de  Debbie,  is 
a  fallen  angel,  but  he  fall  nebber  seem, 
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to  hut  urn  much.  Tis  true,  you  see  uru, 
in  poor  lookin  log  cabin,  but  he  is  a  good 
fisher,  an  he  know  wen  you  want  cat 
fish,  you  must  fish  in  a  dark,  muddy  hole. 
Next  day,  you  see  um  sittin  on  top,  ob 
a  war  ship,  dat  cost,  million  ob  dollars, 
shootin  gun  dat  cost  tousands.  He  dah 
fish,  fuh  sheephead  den. 

Now  dis  morning,  I  meet  Hacklus  Hay- 
wood. He  say,  he  stop  gwine  to  chuch, 
cans  dey  is  so  much  fool  preecher.  I  tell 
um,  yes,  de  Debbie  fine  out  wat  kine  ob 
bait  Hacklus,  will  bite  at,  an  dat  de 
same  way,  de  Lawd  put  he  wud,  in  de 
mout  ob  Balaam  four-leg  jackass,  dat  he 
could  put  de  wud,  in  de  mout  ob  two-leg 
jackass.  An  dere  is  no  doubt  de  Ian  is 
full  ob  two-leg  jackass. 
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He  is  summoned  to  Charleston,  and 
Warned  Against  Preaching  Heresy,  While 
in  this  City — Does  the  "Slum  Act"  Meets 
"De  Prodigall  Son"  Goes  Broke — Then 
Communes  with  Nature — Locates  the 
Original  Site  of  Eden — Shows  the  Won- 
derful Efficacy  of  Dreams — Winds  up, 
with  a  Strong  Logical  Appeal,  for  the 
Congregation  to  "Cough  up  Freely  " 


Bredrin  an  Sistah,  once  moh  I  is  yah, 
fuh  spound  de  wud,  an  I  want  onah,  fuh 
teck  your  mine  off  cotton  feel,  corn  feel, 
an'  rock  feel,  an'  lissen  to  de  spoundin', 
I  ain't  gwine  to  preech  frum  regular 
tex'  to-day,  caus  I  spen  de  lass  four  days 
in  town,  an'  bin  too  busy,  fuh  tinck  bout 
tex'.  Anuddah  ting,  dis  way  ob  teckin 
twenty  wud  fuh  tex'  an'  spin  um  out,  to 
fibe  tousan  wud,  is  berry  app  fuh  meek 
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you  sleepy.  How  cuntry  niggha,  kin  lebe 
de  country,  an  lib  in  town,  is  moh  dan 
I  kin  onderstan'.  'Twould  be  a  blessed 
ting  if  half  ob  dem  town  nigghas  could 
be  put  rite  back  in  slabry,  fun  haff  ob 
dem  do  nuttin'  but  loaf  an'  lib  on  de 
buckra  man. 

Now  I  bin  summon  to  town,  by  brud- 
dah  Smatt,  de  head  man  ob  de  convention. 
He  say,  he  want  to  warn  me,  dat  if  I 
preech  any  moh  sermon,  an'  trow  doubt 
'bout  Sampson  great  shot,  or  any  ting 
in  de  Book,  dat  he  will  hab  me  put  out 
ob  de  chuch  fuh  Herisy. 

I  ax  um,  "Wat  de  debble  is  Herisy?" 
he  say:  "Herisy  is  way  you  hab  doubt, 
an'  talk,  'bout  um,  and  dat  de  chuch,  use 
to  bun  tousans  ob  peeple,  fuh  Herisy,  but 
dat  de  chuch,  can't  do  dat  now,  cans  de 
law,  stop  him." 

I  tell  um,  "Tenck  Gawd,  fuh  de  law, 
caus  'tween  de  chuch  bunnin'  people  an' 
de  debble  bun  peeple,  wat  chance  a  pooh 
man  stan'?" 

34 


BY  REBRIN  ISREL  MANIGO 

I  see  a  heap  ob  tings  in  dat  town,  dat 
does  boddah  me  'ceedinly.  A  man  on 
King  Street  hab  a  pic-chu,  ob  a  whole 
drobe,  ob  w'ite  and  niggah  angel,  flyin' 
up  to  Hebbin'  an'  day  all  wrap  up  in 
long  w'ite  sheet.  Now,  if  dem  sheet,  is 
meek  out  ob  cotton,  juss  as  soon  as  dem 
angel  git  to  Hebbin,  dem  w'ite  angel  will 
put  dem  niggha  angel  to  raisin'  cotton, 
cans  only  nigghas  kin  raise  cotton,  an' 
if  dis,  is  de  case,  what  is  de  use  ob  nig- 
ghas goin'  to  Hebbin? 

But  Mistah  Smatt  say,  dat  dis  is  not 
a  true-true  pic-chu,  dat  de  only  way  fuh 
teck  true  pic-chu  ob  flyin'  angel  is  wid 
de  speed  fotigraff,  an'  dat,  dat  pic-chu, 
wus  meek  wid  paint  pot  an'  brush,  juss 
fuh  ketch  dem  fool  nigghas  wat  tinck  day 
gwine  to  sit  in  buckra  man  Hebbin. 

One  nite,  habbin'  nuttin'  to  do,  I  tought 
I  would  teck  in  de  town,  an'  see  how  de 
debble,  wus  git-tin'  on  wid  his  wuck,  so 
I  gone  in  a  dance  hall  on  Mahkit  Street, 
call  "De  Prodigal  Son."  De  place  was 
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pack  down  wid  nigghas,  dancin',  drink- 
in',  an  smokin'.  To  keep  frum  lookin' 
out  ob  place,  I  gone  to  de  barrh,  an'  ax 
f uh  a  drink  ob  good  whiskey ;  de  man  say : 
"Try  sum  ob  dis  Dum-Dum  whiskey." 
I  say  "Wat  is  Dum-Dum  whiskey  ?"  he 
say :  "Twas  strong  whiskey,  name  aftah 
a  small  bullit,  dat  meek  only  a  small 
whole  wen  it  hit  you,  but  does  buss  in- 
side an'  den,  you  feel  um." 

So  I  teck  de  drink,  an'  two  minit  aftah 
I  teck  um,  I  had  to  hole  my  stummick, 
cause  it  seem  like  I  had  a  kickin'  mule, 
inside  ob  me,  dat  wus  tryin'  to  kick  true 
eberyting.  Dat  one  drink  ob  "Dum-Dum" 
wus  miff  fuh  me.  I  see  nuff  in  dat  nite, 
to  see  dat  de  debble  hab  a  soff  job  in 
town;  he  don't  hab  to  use  hook  an'  line; 
all  he  hab  to  do,  is  to  trow  a  big  cast  net. 

Dere  wus  a  big  niggha  wid  a  banjo, 
singin'  a  song,  an'  eberybody  jine  in  wid 
de  chorus.  I  buy  de  song,  fuh  fibe  cent, 
an'  will  read  um,  so  you  kin  see  wat  dem 
town  niggha  is ;  day  call  um :  "You  Tinck, 
I'se  a  Wurkin',  but  I  Ain't." 
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Oh,  I  had  a  sweetheart,  in  a  w'ite  man 

yhad, 
She  showly  is,  my  big  trump  caad, 
Fuh  I  git  my  meals,  tree  times  a  day, 
An?  nebber  a  cent,  I  hab  to  pay. 

CHORUS 

Oh,  you  tinck,  I'se  wurkin',  but  I  aint, 

but  I  aint, 
Oh,  you  tinck,  Pse  wurkin',  but  I  aint. 

Wen  ebber  we  yah,  a  rooster  crow, 
Dat  gal  remacks,  "I  lub  chickin  so," 
I  gib  um  a  wink,  wid  my  leff  eye, 
Next  day,  dat  chickin  is  in  we  pie. 

CHORUS 

But  huntin'  chickens,  don't  always  pay, 
Widdout  de  wite  folks,  is  away, 
Fuh  wite  folks,  seem  to  hab  no  feelin'; 
When  dey  ketch,  a  niggha  steelin'. 

CHORUS 
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I  wus  huntin'  chicken,  late  one  nite, 
Wen  a  w'ite  man,  drawed  on  me  at  site, 
An  fill  my  close,  so  full  ob  lead, 
I  lay  face  down,  one  week  in  bed. 

CHORUS 

Sumtime  I  walk,  to  de  phosphate  mine, 
An'  teck  a  look,  along  de  line, 
I  see  dem  nigghas,  wuckin'  in  mud, 
De  berry  site,  does  chill  my  blud. 

CHORUS 

Dere  is  hones  nigghas,  dat  will  not  steel ; 
If  you  keep  um  clear,  ob  a  melon  feel, 
But  de  Lawd,  nebber  meek  a  niggha,  so 

fine 
Dat  could  lebe  ripe  melon,  on  de  wine. 

CHORUS 

Hog  meat,  is  anuddah  stumblin'  block, 
An'  many  a  niggha,  has  stood  in  de  dock, 
An'  heard  de  sentence,  loud  an'  clear, 
Fuh  teefen  dat  hog,  you  teck  one  year. 

CHORUS 
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Now,  wen  I  gone  in  "De  Prodigall 
Son,"  I  had  seben  dollah  an'  sebenteen 
cent.  I  wake  up,  befoh  day  broke,  next 
mornin',  an  fine  I  wus  dead  broke  an' 
not  bein'  a  prodigall  son,  I  had  no  prod- 
igall fadah  fuh  go  to  so  I  tinck,  I  bettah 
lite  out  fuh  de  cuntry,  cause  I  kno' 
you  can't  follow  up  de  wuck  ob  de  deb- 
ble  widdout  you  hab  money  in  your  close. 

Tencks  be  to  de  Lawd,  preecher  berry 
seldom  hab  to  pay  bhoad,  so  I  bid  de 
fambly  good-bye,  an'  start  fuh  de  "New 
Bridge."  By  8  o'clock  I  bin  ten  mile 
frum  town  me  an'  dat  fateful  ole  jack- 
ass. I  so  glad  fuh  git  in  de  cuntry  I 
talk  to  ebry  ting  as  I  go  long.  Fuh 
it  teck  a  man  wat  raise,  in  de  cuntry,  to 
joy  de  cuntry.  Town  man  dunno  gum 
tree  frum  pine  tree,  or  jay  bud,  frum 
sparrow  hawk,  but  wid  me  I  jiss  go  long 
slow  an'  say:  "Good  mornin',  Mistah 
Gum  tree,  it  look  like  a  tailor  meek 
you  new  close.  Good  mornin'  Miss  Sas- 
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sifrass  Bush,  I  hardly  no  you  in  you  new 
Easter  suit;  wat  a  purty  shade  ob  green. 
Good  mornin',  Miss  Violet,  you  always, 
look  so  sweet  in  blue.  Good  mornin', 
Miss  Daisy,  you  dress  like  you  gwine  to 
a  pahty;  you  meek  me  wish  I  was  a 
young  man."  An'  I  talk  to  um,  all.  Den 
on  one  side  ob  de  rhoad,  bullfinch  is 
trainin'  up  he  voice  fuh  de  summah 
singin';  on  de  udder  side,  red  bud  he 
trainin'  too.  Den  on  a  long  ded  lim, 
rite  ober  de  rhoad,  mockin'  bud  him  dah 
practice  hard.  None  ob  dem  does  sing 
berry  loud  in  de  spring,  cause  de  wood, 
is  so  full,  ob  baby  leaf,  an'  flower,  an' 
baby  bud,  an'  dey  know  taint  de  rite 
ting  fuh  meek  noise',  bout  de  baby. 

Yes,  bredrin  an'  sistah,  dis  is  a  blessed 
cuntry.  Now,  'bout  ten  years  ago  Mistah 
Hemphill,  wat  print  de  Charleston  papah, 
say  dis  same  Ashly  Kibber  cuntry  wus 
de  fus  site  ob  de  Gahden  ob  Eden.  An' 
I  figgha  to  myself,  dat  eberyting  wat 
happenin'  in  de  Gahden  ob  Eden,  could 
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happen  rite  yah.  Den  later  on,  wen  de  flud 
cum,  Noah  could  build  de  ark  up  yah 
'bout  Bakin  Bridge,  an'  wen  de  water 
run  down  de  ark,  could  Ian'  at  de  Ten- 
Mile  Hill,  same,  as  at  Mount  Ararat.  All 
dese  bone,  dat  onah  does  dig  up,  in  de 
phosphate  mine,  is  de  bone  ob  de  animals, 
dat  fail  to  git  on  de  ark. 

Den  onah  teck  dese  Edisto  Han'  people, 
day  claim,  to  cum  rite  down,  frum  de  ark, 
an'  de  Lawd  knows  dey  name  is  not  on 
de  book  in  Noah's  Ark.  So  de  chance 
is  dat  dey  had  quaintance  wid  Mistah 
Noah,  an'  when  dey  see  him  wuckin', 
nite  an'  day  on  de  ark,  Noah  might  hab 
gib  dem  de  wink,  an'  tell  dem  dat  he  is 
lookin'  out  fuh  a  rainy  day  so  dey  go  to 
wuck  an'  look  out  fuh  a  rainy  day  too, 
an'  bill  a  big  flat  boat,  call  "De  Mash 
Hen."  Den  wen  de  flud  cum,  de  "Mash 
Hen"  float  roun'  same  as  de  ark,  an'  wen 
de  ark  Ian'  at  de  Ten-mile  Hill  de  "Mash 
Hen"  Ian'  at  Edisto. 
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Now,  sum  people  say  dat  dere  wus  no 
Gahden  ob  Eden  an'  no  flud;  dat  'twas 
nuttin'  but  a  dream,  but  I  say,  dream 
or  no  dream,  of  he  do  good  let  urn,  stan'. 
Onah  all  know  Dibbay  Smitt,  dat  nig- 
gha  spen'  half  he  time  on  de  chain  gang 
fuh  teefin'  chicken,  but  Dibbay  hab  a 
dream  an'  now  chicken  kin  roos  in  he 
shoulder,  an  Dibbay  nebber  trouble  dem, 
cause  he  say  he  warn  in  a  dream.  Dib- 
bay say,  one  nite  he  dream  he  dead  an 
start  on  de  rhoad  fuh  Hebbin,  he  say 
aftah  a  while,  he  cum  to  a  long  nite  ob 
steps  an'  he  meet  a  angel.  De  angel 
tell  um,  jiss  fuh  keep  climin',  up  dem 
steps  an  dat  aftah  a.  while  he  would 
cum  to  de  gate,  an'  dat  he  mus'  gib  he 
name  to  Mistah  Petah  an'  walk  rite  in. 
Now,  wen  Dibbay  git  ovah  half  way  up, 
a  fat  rooster  run  out  de  bush,  and  try 
fuh  pass  by  Dibbay;  now  Dibbay  hab  on 
dat  long  tail  coat  him  does  wear  to  fu-n- 
rell,  an  chuch,  an'  befoh  dat  roostuh  know 
anything  Dibbay  hab  um  cover  up  un- 
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dah  he  coat  tail,  tite  an'  safe.  Wen  Dib- 
bay git  to  cle  gate  Dibbay  bow  to  Mis- 
tah  Petah,  an'  gib  he  rite  title.  Mistah 
Petah  wus  jiss  about,  to  put  a  fine  set  ob 
wings  on  Dibbay,  wen  dat  rooster  put 
he  head  out,  frum  'tween  Dibbay  coat 
tail,  an'  crow  tree  time. 

Well,  sun,  as  quick  as  a  wink,  Mistah 
Petah  ketch  Dibbay  by  he  neck  an'  start 
fuh  kick  um.  Dibbay  say,  he  kick  up 
down  forty  flite  ob  steps,  an'  dat  ebery 
now  an'  den,  him  would  hit  de  rooster,  de 
rooster,  would  hollow,  an'  Mistah  Petah 
would  kick  um  all  de  harder.  Now  wen 
Dibbay  fall  down  de  lass  flite  ob  step, 
he  fine  de  same  angel  wat  tell  um  how 
fuh  go  up.  De  angel  pick  um  up,  brush 
off  he  close,  teck  de  dead  rooster,  frum 
undah  he  coat  an'  den  ax  Dibbay  wat 
wus  de  trubble.  Dibbay  say  he  don'  no, 
what  wus  de  trouble,  but  wen  he  tell  de 
angel  'bout  de  rooster,  de  angel,  nearly 
buss  he  side  wid  laffln',  an'  he  tell  Dib- 
bay he  show  wus  a  misforchunate  niggha, 
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cause  if  dere  wus  anything  in  de  world, 
dat  does  git  Mistah  Petah  mortify  an' 
mad  'tis  cock  crowin',  an'  he  tell  Dib- 
bay  dat  eberytime  dat  rooster  meek  a 
sound  Mistah  Petah  tinck  Dibbay  bin  a, 
mock  urn,  an  kick  up  all  de  harder. 

Den  de  angel  go  on  to  say,  dat  Mistah 
Petah  wus  in  a  bad  umor  anyhow  dat 
day  caus  Mistah  George  Washinton, 
bin  call  on  Mistah  Petah  dat  mornin', 
an'  dat  Mistah  Washinton  does  wear  a 
big  gold  crown,  an'  in  de  middle  ob  de 
crown  is  rite:  "I  cannot  tell  a  lie."  Now, 
Mistah  Petah  an'  Mistah  Washinton 
does  always  talk  'bout  dat  lie  business, 
Mistah  Petah  teckin'  de  stan',  dat  a  man 
wat  cannot  tell  a  lie,  muss  be  a  big  fool, 
an'  dat  a  well  put  lie,  kin  sabe  a  heap  ob 
trubble,  an'  den  wat  Solomon  say  dat: 
"All  man  is  liars."  Mistah  Washinton 
tecks  de  stan',  dat  not  bein'  a  liar  heself 
he  is  not  prepare  to  ansa  sum  pints,  but 
dat  he  wus  born  a  long  time  aftah  Sol- 
omon say  wat  he  did  say  an'  dat  only 
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two  man,  Ananias  an'  lie  wife,  Safirah 
git  kill  fuh  lyin'.  Now,  all  ob  dis  wus 
nuttin'  but  a  dream,  but  it  show  cure, 
Dibbay. 

Now,  onah  will  all  tinck  dis,  is  a  ram- 
blin'  talk  to-day,  but  it  taint  so  ramblin' 
as  you  tinck,  I  meek  up  my  mine,  frum 
de  fuss,  to  lead  onah  up  to  Ananias  an 
Safirah;  dem  people,  wus  not  kill  jus 
fuh  lie;  no  suh,  dey  wus  kill  fuh  not 
trowin'  in  de  chuch  plate  wat  dey  ought 
to  trow.  Dat  is,  dey  did  not  gib  to  de 
Lawd  wat  dey  ought  to  gib.  Now,  dere 
nebber  wus  a  time  wen  de  chuch  need 
money  moh  dan  it  do  now,  an'  I  warn 
onah  fuh  go  down  deep  in  yo'  close  an' 
let  de  lite  shine,  not  on  dese  big  coppah, 
an'  fibe  cent  piece,  but  on  big  money. 
Teck  warnin',  frum  Ananias  an'  Safirah. 
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MADE  MEN  SMILE 

The  best  thing,  that  can  be  said  about 
John  Palmer  Lockwood,  who  died  in 
Charleston,  S.  C.  several  days  ago,  is  that 
he  made  the  world  brighter,  as  he  passed 
through  it:  and  the  man,  who  sheds  a 
little  sunshine  on  his  course,  is  himself 
lighted  on  his  way,  into  the  great  un- 
known. 
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